v Thenefc no sucfi inimal, 

he cried ! 




y friend and I were 

picking the ponies one 

day when I started telling 

him about a sure thing 

jT^JBM ' w I heard about. 

l!""-l**TE _ "You say it pays Tour bucks 

for every three?" he asked. 

"Yep," I replied. 

"And can't K*jsc? It automatically wins? 

Must beillega'^l!" 
"Not a bit," I replied. "In fact, the govern- 
ment very mucih approves .. ." 
"Our government Mpproves. of a horse who 

can't lose..." 
"Who said anything ; ibouta horse?" I asked. 
■"So what else could it' be but a horse...?" 
"It not only could be— i*mt is— U. S. Savings 
Bonds," was my prompt reply. "The surest 
thing running on any tr:%ck today. ■ 
"For every three dollars y> nn invest in U.S. 
Savings Bonds you get U lur dollars back 
after only ten years. And it " you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings fffen— which 
you buy bonds automa •tically from 
your paycheck— that can amo-unt to an 
awful lot of money when you're not * looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?"' 
Tearing upmy racing form! The horse I'm. bet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bone to." 



Automatic saving is sure saving-US. Savings Bonds 

tf%pB Contributed by this magazine in co-operation with the Magazine 
\£jy7 Publishers of America as a public service. 
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" TURY AGO. COURTED BY 
REV E&Ljf HUNDREDS OF YOUNG MEN/ 
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WE HAVE ALLHEAKO OF PET ANIMALS THAT HAVE PINED AWAY ANO 
OIED SHORTLY AFTER THEIR HUMAN MASTERS HAVE OIEO . BUT 
HERE IS THE STRANGE STORY OF AN INANIMATE OBJECT. SO 
MUCH A PART OF AN OLO MANS LIFE, THAT IT.TOO, SEEMED 
TO MOURN ITS MASTER'S DEATH -THIS 15 THE STORY OF A 
CLOCK. WHEN OLD SEA CAPTAIN ANGUS HAWKS OIEO.IN 1332, HE 

~ ' VIDEO IN HIS WILL THAT HIS FAVORITE MANTLEPIECE 
CLOCK BE BURIED WITH HIM. BUT HIS GRANDSON HAO RE- 
FUSED TO FOLLOW THIS PROVISION ... 




FRED 
8EUBVE0 THE 
DOCTORS 
EXPLANATION 
AND FORGOT 
HIS STRANGE 
DREAM . BUT 

A FEW 
MONTHS 
LATER, ON 
JANUARY 
■12V!, 1935, 
AT EXACTLY 
€:*SRM., 
A WILD 
STREAK OF 
LIGHTNING 
BROUGHT 
THE YOUNG 
AAANS LIFE 

TO A 
SUDDEN 

END! 



THEREFORE 
A PREDES- 
TINED REN- 
DEZVOUS. OR 
WAS THE 
TIMING OF 
THAT LIGHT- 
NING BOLT 
MERELY A 
COINCIDENCE* 

WHO CAN 
SA.il JUST 
ANOTHER 

WEIRD 

ENTRY IN 

7HE ANNALS 

OF THE 

SUPER' 

1| NATURAL f 

THE EHPjf 



VINCENT'S EVIL SCHEME WORKED TO PERFECTION, 
FOR A SHORT TIME LATER.. .Z 

n — 



TERRIBLY SORRY, 
MR, DALE / THERE'S 
NOTHING THAT CAN 
BE DONE / THE 
POOR OLD GUY. 



fFECTION, I f 
/ EVERY -> 



IT'S HORRIBLE 

TIME I THINK OF HIM 

TRAPPED IN THAT WHEEL 

CHAIR-- WITH THE FLAMES 

CURLING UP AROUND HIM.. 

IF ONLY I HAD 

HOME/ 





A MONTH PASSED, AND HIS UNCLE'S ESTATE 
SETTLED... VINCENT WAS THE SOLE HEIR... HE 

PAID OFF HIS GAMBLING DEBTS, AND THEN PRO 
DEEDED TO ENJOY HIS ILL - GOTTEN WEALTH... 








A SUDDEN HO/SE ON !Wf . 
STAIfiS MADE VINCtHT TURN, 
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r THE WR0N6 DOOR 

THE ROOM OF 
SPIKES l I'M 
FALLING/ HELP/ 




ND THE CAT-- THE BLACK CAT / '•B 
REDID HE COME FROM? ANSWER ME, ^ 





IN IfTT, A BRITISH ARCHEOLOSIST 81 THE NAME OF LUTHER POWELL WAS 
MAKING A SCIENTIFIC SEARCH IN THE JUNGLES OF BURMA, HOPING 
TO COVie UPON SOME VALUABLE RELICS OF THAT COUNTRY'S 
ANCIENT CIVILIZATION AND CUSTOMS . ONE OA% US CAME UPON 
A RUINED TEMPLE IN THE UNINHABITED REGIONS OF CENTRAL 
BURMA. UPON ENTERING THE TEMPLE WITH HIS NATIVE GUIDE HE 
a~ui=' n A LVPjj?n leva u/i*u4iu cua Emuf ■ >-n-c?ae n ' 



RUSHING QUICKLY 70 THE MAIN GALLERY, POWELL AND THE 
NIGHT WATCHMAN WERE AMAZED TO SEE... 




\THe terrifiep watchman pled, leaving 

I PCWEU. ALONE WITH THE IDOL - THE 
NEXT AAQPNIN&,., 



H£'S DEAD... CRUSHED BY SO/WE UNUSlWLiy, 
I HEAVY WEIGHT.' AND SOMETHING WENT A 
I CRASHING QUT THE . " -<■■ 

— NDOW/ J THE IDOL... IT'S GONE. 




STRANGE INOE ED WAS THE MYSTERIOUS 
O'SAPPSAflANCE OFTHE IDOL • .. 

■ 
ANCIi OF THE IDOL IN ITS TEMPLE IN BURMA 
DISCOVERED BY PROF. ANTON CREVIS OF 
THE FRENCH NATIONAL MUSEUM , THB 
FOLLOWING Y£AR- 




VtHO COULD 
EXPLAIN 

LOGICALVi 
THE TERRIBLE 

DEATH OP 
LUTHER 
POWELL AND 
THE STRANGE 
RETURN OF 
RANGA TO 
HIS TEMBLE 
IN BURMA f 
JUST ANOTHER 

STRANGE 
OCCURRENCE 

7HAT HAS 
DEFIED EX- 

PLANATfON 
BY SCHOLARS 
OF THE SUPER- 

NATURAL.' 
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To THE STREETS OF MONTE CARLO AND ALONG THE RIVIERA CAME PEOPLE OF EVERY KIND - 
RICH, PAMPERED WIDOWS, BORED WITH EVERYTHING, ADVENTURERS SEEKING TO MAKE A 
FORTUNE. AND THERE LIVED FELICIA, THE MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMAN IN MONTE CARLO 
BUT HER 6REED WAS EVEN GREATER THAN HER BEAUTY . . . 




That night, felicia started on her destiny, 
at the table where she was croupier was 
a rich arab prince. . . 




When they left, the prince- was thoughtful, 
felicia could hot break the silence between 
them. hz, too, had seen her reflection '" 
mirror, and he believed/ 



BUT AFTER THE ARAB PRINCE HAD LEFT. 
"ffl I AM BEAUTIFUL' THESE MIRRORS DO NOT 
"LIE / YET WEALTH HAS SUPPED FROM MY GRASP, 
BECAUSE THE PRINCE SAW MY REFLECTION IN THAT J 
*ROR \ I MOST * 





P/EfffH UEfWhER THEN, AND AFTER HIM CAME ALFREOj 
A FAINTER, FRANCISCO, THE- BANKER, LARRY, THE 
AMERICAN MILLIONAIRE. Am AS HER GREED INCREASED, 
EACH HAN LEFT HER, SEEMS FINALLY THE INNER BLACK- 
<UL SHE COULD NOT HIDE. . . 




WHY D0ES.6REAT WEALTH ELUDE ME? EACH 
f TIME IT SLIPS THROUGH MY FINGERS. AND ALL 
I I HAVE ARE JUST A FEW PIECES OF JEWELRY-- 
. WHO IS THERE? 





'DON'T THINK TO LIVE 
OFF ME, UNCLE/ BEG 
THE STREETS FOR ALMS 
IF YDU HAVE TO, BUT 
MAKE YOUR OWN 
.WAY / 




But the mmton hadn't chansed.. 

I WILL MAKE YOU CHANGE /I WILL DO 
SOMETHING GOOD, AND THEN EVEN MY SOUL 
WILL MIRROR MY BEAUTY/ I WILL 
UNCLE MONEY FOR MEDICINE/ 




ALL THIS ON NUMBER \ ** SHE WAS ONCE 
TWELVE/ IT HAS BEEN I/VERY BEAUTIFUL/ 
WINNING ALL NIGHT/ MY \\ SHE HAS LOST EVERY- 
_J.UCK WILL CHANGE/ J^ THING 




THE ACCURSED CASTLE 



. . Trawu -Castle stood outlined starkly against the 
sky. it Seemed to guard the Wilffeealcs of the moun- „ 
tains. There was something sinister and foreboding 
about the gray walls, but the happy gypsy wedding 
party, making its way along [he twisting mountain 
path paid no heed to the castle. 

Ragy, their leader, had taken a bride, the beautiful 
dark-eyed Elena, who now walked ar his side, her 
■white teeth (lashing as she smiled. The Gypsies were 
happy, for they loved: Ragy, and knew that they 
would Iovg Elena as well. As was the custom in the 
wild Carpathian Mountains, the tribe accompanied 
their leader to his new home, and there they would 
serenade him with their pulsating songs, and the 
lilting strains of their guitars. 

Even now, they sang as they walked in the bright 
sunshine. Their voices blended in ancient songs, and 
the wild rhythm of the music echoed through the 
lonely passes, perhaps even penetrating the thick 
walls of Trascu Castle. 

Young Ragy turned to his bride, and said, "My 
beloved Elena. This is the happiest moment 01 my 



She turned her face up to his, her lips parted, and 
breathed, "Oll^my darling. I could die in this mo 
ment, and feefl-had lived out my whole life." 

Their lips met, and the Gypsies cheered. Their 
Leader's happiness was theirs, and as the procession 
streamed down the mountain, the soni;s grew louder 
and gayer. 

Perhaps it was the singing that drowned out the 
noise or the approaching carriage, which rocked 
wildly as it sped along the trail, the four great black 
stallions racing at top speed. Alongside the coach- 
man, sat the Baron Trascu, who whipped the steeds 
mercilessly, urging them on to even greater speed, 
although it seemed that any moment the carriage 
would turn over, as it lurched from side to side. The 
coachman pleaded with his master, telling him to 
slow down. But the Baron, his face flushed with 
liquor, only cursed his servant, and cracked his whip 
more violently. 

As the carriage swept around a curve, the proces- 
sion of Gypsies was only a few feet ahead of them. 
Wiidly, the coachman shouted a warning. But it was 
too late. The racing horses charged right into their 
midst, and the flying hooves knocked men and women 
to the ground. 

Some managed to leap aside : in lime, but Ragy and 
Elena turned too late. The hors'cs swept over her, and 
the wheels crushed the life from her body. She lay in 
the dust of the road, a sprawled, broken" doll, ami her 



raven hair was -wet with the blood that formed a 
sudden pool under her body. 

By some miracle, Ragy escaped the same fate, He 
was knocked aside by the horses. He rose shakily to 
his feet, and a wild cry of grief burst from his lips 
as he saw the dead girl. Other gypsies stdod erect 
now, and ran to aid Ragy, who knelt in th; dust of 
the road beside the still form qf. his bride. And 
further up the road, there were three still forms ■ ■ - 
three of Ragy's people who had suffered Elena's fate. 

About a hundred yards downthe road, the coach- 
man had managed to wrest the reins from his mas- 
ter's grip, and had brought the foaming, snorting 
horses to a stop. He turned a frightened face at the 
devastation that had been wrought. But the Baron, 
staring drunkenly said. "Serves the swine right for 
getting in my way!" 

Yet, even he seemed to grow sober as the sound 
of the Gypsy death song came to his ears. For now, 
the Gypsies were carrying their dead, in a slow, or- 
dered procession. Their guitars were muted now, and 
they sang .1 solemn dirge instead of the gay songs 
of a few minutes before. At their fore, strode Ragy, 
and in his arms, he carried (he body of Elena. Her 
head hung far back. She stared at the blue sky with 
sightless eyes, and her arms dangled loosely, as her 
long hair, undone, swayed gently with each step Ragy 

At last, the Gypsies reached the carriage. They stood 
there with the dead, staring their hatred at the Baron. 
Ragy stepped close to the carriage. He held out the 
dead girl in his arms,, tilting her head so that the 
Baron could look into the glazed eyes, see the death 
he had caused. Then in a loud, grief-choked voice 
Ragy said, "Look well at your work, B.iron Trascu! 
She is dead! My Elena is dead! And I curse you' 
You and all the Trascu breed! Ye each shall know 
sorrow at the moment ol your greatest happiness, so 
long as yon castle stands!'' 

Then, with a baleful glare. Ragy turned, carrying 
his grim burden, and soon, the gypsies were gone, as 
Baron Trascu felt the- cold chill of fear. For he knew 
the power of a gypsy curse, *" 

He turned to the coachman, "Back to the castle," 
he cried. "Quickly!" 

Ine years passed, aW Baron Trascu had almost 
forgotten the ugly incident. Once he had a reminder. 
A police patrol found the body of Ragy shot through 
the head on the grave of the girl. He had killed him- 
self less than a year after her death. 

But since that time there was no reason for Baron 
Trascu to recall the tragic events, or Ragy's cur*e. 



^Five years can blot out a lot of memories. He had 
married, and only a few moments before had been 
told by the doctor that he was the father of a hand- 
some baby son. Trascu was happy. He stood in. the 
semi-darkness of his study, and poured himself a 
glass of wine. He (houghi this was his moment of 
greatest happiness, and ta:sed the wine to his lips. 
Suddenly, a breeze, a ch.ll wind made the candles 
flicker. He looked up, and there in the doorway of 
the terrace, stood Ragy, holding the dead body of his 
bride, her face turned to him so that her dead eyes 
were on him. The ghostly figure of Ragy said, "At 
the moment of your greatest happiness, ye shall know 
sorrow, so long as the castle stands." 

The Baron covered .his eyes and shrieked wildly. 
When he took his hands away, the figures were gone. 
But the next instant, the study door was wrenched 
open, and the doctor appeared again. He said, 
"Baron, something terrible- has happened! Your wife 

... I mean — the child is well . . .but your wife 

is dead!" 

Baron Trascu straightened himself. He stood stiffly 
erect and said, "I expected that. The curse has 
worked. I have been stricken with sorrow at the mo-, 
ment of my greatest happiness!" 

He pushed past the doctor and walked into the 
hall. He turned into his wife's room, and for a long 
time looked into her face. The open, staring eyes 
made him think of the other dead bride, wham he 
had seen only moments before. 

He whispered, "The curse, my dear. The curse! 

We are doomed never to know happiness." Gently he 

- closed her eyes, as the tears coursed down his cheeks. 

The Baron moved away from the castle and or- 
dered it closed down. He lived in Paris with his son, 
never remarried, and died, quietly of a heart attack. 
But through the years, the curse of the Gypsy Ragy 
plagued the Trascu family. And always, at some 
moment of great happiness, tragedy struck, suddenly, 
swiftly and brutally. 

Thus it went, each generation of Trascus feeling 
the full brunt of the curse. And in all that time, not 
one of the blood had ever returned to the 'castle on 
the mountain. The accursed ostle that was the key to 
the evil blight. 

It was in late 1951 that a young American named 
Frank Trascu, and his beautiful bride Gloria, arrived 
at an inn in a mountain village not far from the site 
of the castle. When he signed the book, the inn- 
keeper regarded him curiously. "Trascu?" lie asked. 
"The castle on the mountain belongs to your family?" 

"Check," said Frank* "Gloria and I figure* on tak- • 
ing a look at it. We'll climb up there tomorrow.'". 

"No," the innkeeper cried, "You must no"t! It is 
cursed. The curse of Ragy." 

"1 know all about that," Frank smiled. "But we're 
going anyway." 



The next Jay, Gloria and Frank started up the 
trail. They laughed frequently, and eagerly awaited 
the moment when they would reach the castle. It 
looked like a good place to poke around and explore. 
The once doughty building was weatherbcaten, and 
partially in ruins. But the turret tower stdl poked 
into the sky, standing like a grim sentinel on its 
mountain post. 

They paused half-way, and refreshed diemselves at 
a brook. Gloria smiled at her husband. "Oh, Frank," 
she said, "I'm so happy." 

"I am too, darling. Being with you has made this 
the happiest moment of ray life." 

They kissed, and then, hand-in-hand, started up 
the path. Suddenly, they both turned as they heard a 
growl from the underbrush. Gloria gasped and 
pointed. There, emerging from the thicket, was a 
great dog. Its eyes blazed madly, and foam dfipped 
from its jaws. The fur rose on its neck. For a mo- 
ment they stood there, almost transfixed, and then, 
the animal leaped. Frank tried to push Gloria out of 
the way, but it was too late. The great fangs of the 
beast tore at her chest. Gloria scteamed and fell to 
the ground, the dog tearing at her. 

Like a wild man, Frank went into action. He picked 
up a huge rock, and smashed at the beast until he 
killed it. Then, gathering Gloria into .his arms, he 
ran down the trail to the Inn. He thought she was 
already dead, but a faint glimmer of liTe was left, as 
a doctor skillfully stanched the flow of blood, and 
worked feverishly over her. 

As night closed in, Frank walked out 00 the feme* 
of their room. He saw .the castle silhouetted in the 
moonlight, and a sudden sound behind him made 
him turn. There, in a corner of the terrace, he saw 
the apparition of Ragy carrying Elena's corpse. The 
figure spoke, "At die moment of your greatest hap- 
piness, ye shall know sorrow, as long as yon castle 
stands." Then, the apparition faded. 

The doctor came out on the terrace. He said, "I'm 
sorry, sir. But I fear for your wife. There is nothing 



elc 



1 do." 



Frank knew it was the curse. Suddenly he remem- 
bered. If he could destroy the castle, then, the curse 
would be broken. He recalled that there was "a rail- 
road bridge under construction nearby. There was 
blasting done to bring it through the mountains. He 
ran to the place, and found the dynamite. 

He raced up the trail, to the castle itself. He 
planted the explosive, and sec the fuse. Lighting it,' 
he ran. He turned to watch tilt- blast. Moments later; 
the castle was rubble. Frank knew that Gloria woiild 
live, for Ragys curse was ended. The castle no longer * 
stood. He knew, too, that Gloria and he need never, 
fear happiness again. 

THEEND 



t ancient times, it is Jthat may be the 

SAID, THE ROAD RAN -< ANSWER , ROY' A 
7MW0M3M THE MOUNTAIN' [HUNDRED POUNOS 
8UT A SREAT UPHEAVAL /OF DYNAMITE MA 
SHOOK THE EARTH /gLAST US A CLEAR 

AND COVERED , ^PATH THROUGH 

MAMARAVI'S 1 ■[ LOOKS LIKE S( 

-^PUTE .' ^yVA ROCK 



£ ZUOOENLf...{ /TH05E BLASTED JACKALS.* THIS "\ 

.,__, ...'. ^vT'ME WE'LL eitffe THEM A DOSE OF 





AFTER A TORTUOUS WtHDiNG THROUGH THE 
LABfRtNTHiNE UNp£R<3ROUND... 

THIS IS THE ENTRANCE 1 STAND BACK, NgVlL ' 
TO THE THRONE ROOM. I I'll HAVE TO BLAST 
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An Amazing Invention -^Magie Art Reproducer" 

DRAW The First Day 



NO LESSONS! 
NO TALENT! 



You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE — 
Like An Artist. ..Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line! 

Anyone can Draw With This 
Amazing New Invention — 
Instantly I ,£ 




